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' + Here Moſes do look, what « confounded book, 


- > -Guch a ſcandalous print, ſure the devil is in't, 


Firſt froak'd his cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, 


You fool hold your peace, ſince miracles ceaſe, | 


A man for to go that can't ſtand ; 


Fo droll was the figure of Moſes and Vicar, 


8 5 bory the corpſæ in my ſtead,.— Amen! Amen | 


VI1cak and Moſès. 
T the fign of the Horſe old Spinuext of courſe, 
Each night took his pipe and his pot. 
Oer a jorum of nappy, quite pleaſant and happy. 
Was plac'd the canonical ſot; ; 
Ihc evening was dark, when in came the clerk, . 
With teverence due and ſubmiſſion, 


And bpwing pre ſecr'd his petition. 


I'm come, fir, ſays he, to beg, look d' ye ſee, 

Of your reve end worſhip and glory, 

To inter a por baby, with as much ſpeed as may be, 
And I'll walk with che lanthern befo e you, 

The body we ll bury, bug pray where's tlie hurry, 
Why Lord, fir, the corpfe it does ſtay, 


A corpt Muſes can't run away, 


Then Moſes he ſmil'd, crying, fir, a ſa'lchlg, 
Cannot longer delay your inteation-, 

And | ſwear by St. Paul, a child that is mall, 

Can never enlarge its dimenſions. 

Biing Moſes ſome beer, and bring me ſome, d' ye bear, 
— I hate to be call'd from my liquor, — 
Come Moſes. the King, tis a ſcandalous thing 

Such a ſubje& ſhould bs but a Vicar, 


Then Moles he ſpoke, fir, tis puſt twelve o'clock, 
Belides tnere's a terrible ſhower, 

Why Moſes; you elf, ſince the clock has ſtruck twelve, 
I'm ſure it can never ftrike more. 

Beſides, my dear friend, to this leſſon attend, 

Which to fay and to ſsexr Þ Ii be bold, 

That the corpſe, * or rain, can't endanger, tis plain, 
Tho perbaps z our / miy catch cold. 


Then Mofes went on, fir the clock has ſtruck one, 
Pray maſter look up at the band, | 
Why it ne'er can rike leſs, tis a \ folly to preſs - 


At length hat and cloak Old Orthodox took, 
But firlt cram'd his jaws with a quid, 

Exch tipt of his gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
Then ſtagger d away ſide by fide, 


When come to the g ave, the erk hum'd a ave, 
Whilſt the ſurplice was wrapt ronnd the prieſt, 


That the pariſh ſlill talk of che jeſt ; 
. . Good people let's pray, put the corps Mother Wax, 
Or perchsace I {all over it ſtumble, 

It is beſt to take care, tho the ſag-s delare, 

A Mortupm Capuit can't tumble. 


Woman that's bora of man—that's wrong, the leaf's 
tern, 

N man that 18 born of a woman, 

Can't contioue an acur, bui's down like a flower, 

You ſee, Moſes, Death ſpareth no man; 


Suse the letters are ture turn'd uplide down, 


„That this baſket ſhould prrat for the crown, 
Prithee Moſes you read, for I can't p.cceed, 


I 4 Moſes you're wrong, pray hold ſtill your tongus, 

Von, ve taken the tail for the head | 

O where's thy ling Death ? put the corpſe in the earth, 
E pls terrible weather, 


For, 'e 
So the corple was Leg 'd, without paying 3 aa 
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